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Hail the Conquering Hero Comes 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here you have it. | couldn't wait. Been in the works since 2013, and so it begins.. 


Cherokee Recording Studios 
Hollywood, April 1983 


Sometimes | wonder if stability is just not a word thats going to be included in my destiny. If, when | was spit 
out into the world, the forces of the universe said, "You know what? Let's just let this one drift. We've got too 
many yuppies right now anyway." And then went off to get their morning coffee and left me doomed to a life 


of dissolving rock bands and ridiculously vindictive women It seems likely. 
"What?" Nikki jumps up and slams his fist on the table. "They can't fire Smith! What the fuck!" 


"Nikki," Zutaut says pleadingly, "sit down." 


"Nol" he bends over the table and bangs his fist on it again. "This is great! Just fucking great! The next thing 
you know, we're going to be out on our asses too, with him gone! You said your fucking self that the only 
reason we got so much as a passing glance was because of him!" 

"No, the reason you got a passing glance was because of me. So hear me out, would you?" 

"Well, fine. Fucking fine. We'll find somewhere else, Geffen, maybe. Freelight. We'll have to. Fine." He's pacing. 


"Nikki, Mötley Crüe hasn't been dropped yet. Would you calm the fuck down?" 


"Yet? Yet" Nikki yells, hair standing up all over his head from where he's dragged his hand through it. He looks 


rather demented. 
"Dude, its fine," Tommy grabs his arm and pulls him back into the chair. "Who are they replacing him with?" 


"Bob Krasnow, | think" Zutaut taps his fingers on the table and looks at Nikki. "Look, I'll admit the situation isn't 
great. But don't start flipping shit ‘cause then you'll really be fucked." 


Nikki just starts ranting again and | let him fade into background noise, picking at one of the pieces of paper in 
front of me. This is a waste of my fucking time. | could be at home right now, working on "Black Widow" and 
cracking that new bottle of crosstops instead of sitting in some stuffy office talking about management | don't 
give a shit about. | rub my fingertips together and wonder if | should add a wah pedal to the beginning, or 
maybe bend the strings a bit more in the G section.. 

"Right, Mick?" Nikki rages in my ear. 

| blink. "What?" 


He stares at me like I've just run him through. "Are you fucking kidding me? You asshole! You're not even 


listening!" he screams, and launches himself at me. 


Tommy intercepts him, grabs him around the middle, and looks at Zutaut. "Meeting over, dude," he confirms as 


Nikki tries to punch him in the face, vying for freedom. "See you next week" 


Zutaut lead us to the backdoor and opens it for Tommy, who throws a thrashing Nikki down the stairs into the 


street. 
"Bye," | say to Zutaut. He just shakes his head. 
Vince totters after me and slams his sunglasses down onto the bridge of his nose as we step into the sunlight. 


"Why isn't he trying to murder you? You didn't say word one the entire time." 


He sniffs heartily and wipes his nose. "Take one for the team, man. I'll be my turn again in a few hours, don't 


you worry." 


| grunt and we step off the concrete landing and down the stairs to the curb, where Nikki has shifted his 


focus to Tommy. 
"Fuck youl You fucking bony little cunt!" 

"Man, shut up," Tommy says and dodges another punch. 
"Don't tell me to shut up!" 


This time Nikki's fist connects with Tommy's jaw and the air is split with a delicate crack Tommy swears 
loudly and swings back. They start really going at it. Vince lights a cigarette. 


"Want one?" 
"Yeah, thanks." 


We smoke and spectate. Despite a bloody lip Nikki seems to be winning until Tommy gets him in a headlock. 


Vince cheers. 


"Just you fucking wait, Vince," comes Nikki's muffled voice, rife with venom, from somewhere in Tommy's 


armpit. 
Vince smirks at me. 


Tommy's got him tight and isn't letting go. He looks over at me and rolls his eyes, undulating like a cowboy on a 
bucking bronco as Nikki jerks about. 


"He's fucking coked out, dude!" 

"Got any ‘ludes? That'd help.” 

Vince shakes his head. 

"| don't want any fucking ‘ludes!" 

"Tommy," | warn, "you're just pissing him off more. You should let him go and just let him wear himself out" 


"Wear himself out?" Tommy yells incredulously, face red with the effort of keeping Nikki restrained. "We'll be 
here three more days if | do that!" 


Nikki takes this moment to reevaluate his plan of attack and starts trying to kick him in the balls. 

"Oh fuck no!" Tommy jumps back, letting go. "That's crossing a fucking line!" 

Nikki spits out a mouthful of blood and starts taking off his belt right before Tommy lowers his shoulder and 
rams into him like a linebacker, sending the wind out of him with a whoosh He lands flat on his back and a 


second later Tommy cracks his head neatly over his knee. Goooooodnight. 


"Damn, nice," Vince says appreciatively, stubbing his cigarette on the bottom of his shoe. [ts much quieter 


now. We walk over and | nudge the prostrate body with the tip of my boot. 


"Guess | probably shouldn't have done that," Tommy says ruefully, rubbing the back of his neck. "If | cracked 


his skull, hospital is a no-go." 


"Nah, you were right to do it," Vince reassures him, slapping him on the back. "Never would've gotten him 


home otherwise." 

Tommy sighs and leans over, lifting Nikki's torso. "Jesus fuck, he's dead weight. Vince, help me out here." 
Vince grumbles and they hoist him over their shoulders, starting down the street like some bizarre three- 
headed beast. | follow in their wake, tossing out my own cigarette morosely. I'd like to ask for another one but | 
don't want to mooch. 

"Hey," Tommy says brightly, "at least this means | get to drive his Porsche!" 

"Hey, what?" Vince protests. "How come you get to?" 

"Because | fuckin’ came here with him. No pain, no gain" 

"Fine." 

"Mick, do me a favor and get his keys, would you?" 

"Where?" 


"Should be in his front pocket" 


| grit my teeth and trot alongside them, plunging a hand into Nikki's jeans. The muscles in his leg feel as hard 


as a rock and l'm relieved when my fingers find the fob and | can extricate myself. 
"Here." 


"Thanks, dude." 


We reach the little red car and | unlock it so that they can fling Nikki unceremoniously into the passenger seat. 
Vince looks on enviously as Tommy slides behind the wheel. 


"He's going to fucking kill you when he wakes up." 


"Ah, he probably won't even remember," Tommy says cheerfully. "I'll just stay the rest of the day at his 
place. See you guys tonight" 


"See you." 


Vince and | turn to start walking back, and | can already feel a headache thrumming its way up my spine and 
into my head. | make a mental note to dig out my wah pedal, 


eR 


When Vince comes back to pick me up in his girlfriend's car seven hours later, I've packed it along with all my 
other rig shit. He carries the amp out for me and | follow out into the dark with cords dangling off of me like 
Christmas lights. 

"So did the conquering hero awaken?" 

"Yep," he says, wedging the Marshall behind the driver's seat. "With a serious headache, but he's alive." 

"Don't even talk to me about serious headaches." 

He grimaces. "Sorry. | think | have some Vicodin in here, want some?" 

"No thanks." 

We pack the little Z within an inch of its life and peel out. Vince holds out a flask. 

"Want some?" 

"Look at you, all posh with that thing," 

He flushes. "Man, bite me. Lovey got it for me, | might as well use it" 


"Thanks, but I'll pass. I'll just end up chugging the whole thing." 


"Suit yourself," he shrugs, and takes a gulp himself. "There'll be plenty more tonight if you want to wait." 


"Im pretty hopped up at the moment" 
"Yeah, | know. Your hands are fucking shaking" 

| look down. So they are. 

"And your pupils are fuckin’ huge’ 

| pull down the mirror and peer at myself. There's a tiny, skinny little ring of blue around my pupils. 
"Huh," | say. "Like the pits of Tartarus" 

"Yeah, man’ 

"Vince, maybe | should take some vies" 

"Help yourself. In the glovebox" 


| unseal the bag and pop a few. He wants some too, so we share. After they've been stowed away again, | dig 


out my makeup from the bag crammed in between my legs and uncap the eyeliner. 


"Man, | should've done mine before | left," Vince complains, glancing at me as he takes a sharp turn. "Or made 


you drive. Now you're gonna have more time to hang out before we have to go on" 

"lf | know you, you'll have plenty of time after anyway, so don't worry.” 

| catch a wolfish grin in the mirror. 

| smear black under my eyelashes and he flips on the radio, some kind of little pussy syncopated beat filling 
the car. My finger comes away covered in dark gunk and | wipe it on my shirt, earning myself a warning 
glance. 

"Don't get that on the seats, man, or else she'll kill me and you'll have to start holding auditions to replace me." 
"| won't." 

After I've done the other eye | stare at myself, a warm buzzing filling my head. It occurs to me that my eyes 
look like little blue and black targets, with my pupil as the black bull's eye, my iris as the middle ring, and the 


eyeliner as the outer ring. 


"You good?" 


"Yeah." 

| get out a red lipstick and start dabbing it on under my chin, like blood. 

"Vince, would you turn that shit off?" 

He flips off the radio and oxygen goes into my lungs just a bit easier. 

When we pull in behind the Troubadour five minutes later, | can tell that Vince is ready to go. He's got that 
buzz of energy around him, like he stuck a fork in a light socket and electrocuted himself, from the ends of 
his heels to his white-blond hair exploding out of his head. He smiles at me crazily. 


"Shall we?" 


There's a gaggle of people hanging around out back, and there are a few yells of greeting as we get out of the 
car. Randy Piper walks over and slaps us both on the back. 


"Hey, what's up, guys? Want some help with your gear?" 

"Yeah," Vince says, slapping him back. | can almost see him vibrating. "Good of you to come out, man" 

"No problem." 

"Mick, you can just take your axe inside if you want, dude. Nikki'll swoop down and instruct you, I'm sure." 
"Oh, goody.” 

| grab the case out of the trunk and trudge towards the joint, my upper vertebrae burning in protest, and | 
wish that I'd taken just a few more pills. When I've made it up the steps and reached it, hands practically pull 
me in through the back door. | imagine it's Charon welcoming me home. 

Inside, its dark and smoky and crowded, about a million kids running around like chickens with their heads cut 
off. | duck and weave, keeping my eyes open There's Nikki's bass rig over in the corner, but no Nikki. That's 


fine. 


| dump my shit next to his and pull out my Strat. God knows the thing needs to be tuned.. | fuck with it for a 
couple of minutes and then start digging around for a pick People keeping coming to me, saying hey, and words 
aren't coming out so easy now, so | just nod. Tony Richards is here too, and Jake. Lizzie and the other Randy. 


And Stephen, Mark Mendoza, and Chris Weber. | feel the smoke is going to turn into venomous snakes. 


When | start seriously wondering where the fuck Nikki could be, | throw down my pick, turn around to go get 


some booze, and then I've found him. 


His hair is standing straight up from his head, bangs almost covering his eyes. He's got on a black t-shirt with 
the sleeves cut off, and the olive skin of his arms is shining dully in the multi-colored lights filtering back 
from the front. 

"What are you looking at?" he snaps, and | almost jolt. "Thanks for your help earlier, you fucker.” 

| blink. "You would have ripped me limb from limb if Tommy hadn't knocked you out." 

"You would have deserved it, too. Hurry up, we're going on at ten" 

"Hurry up?" | say incredulously. "I'm waiting on you." 

"You are not, Mick, you just fucking got here." He turns slightly, and the leather of his pants clings to his 
sharp hipbone. "Tommy's gone missing now, too. And where the fuck is Vince? God damn it, why are you three 
always busting my fucking balls?" 


"I believe that's actually what you were trying to do earlier.” 


"Shut the fuck up! Even with a broken skull, | have to do everything around here!" he fumes, and stomps off 
into the dark in his four-inch heels. 


| watch him walk away, that leather like a second black skin. Fuck that kid. Fuck him. Goooooodnight. 


